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Vr ‘Smile, Walpole; or the Nine inf} pire in vain. : 
e194, To thee tis due; that verfe how juftly 
thine, = , _ ae 
Where Brunfwick's Glory crowns the whole defign » | 
That Glory, which thy counfels make fo bright 5 
That Glory, which on thee refle&s a light. 

Illuftrious commerce, and but rarely known! 
To give, and take a luftre from the. Throne. 
Nor think that Thou art foreign to my theme; | 


5 wre 
- ie cat os 9 


‘The'Fountain is not foreign to the Stream. 


‘How all mankind will be furpriz’d, to fee... ©. 
This flood of Britifh Folly charg’d on Thee? 
so _ &B Yet, 


—— 


L# 


tf 


Yet, Britain, whence this Caprice of thy Sons, 
W hich thro’ their various tanks with fury suns? 
The caufe is plain, a caufe which we muft blefs; 


For Caprice is the Daughter of Succefs, © 


(A bad effect, but from a pleafing caufe!) 
And gives our Rulers undefign’d applaufe ; 
Tells how their Condu& bids our Wealth increafe, 
And lulls us in the downy lap of Peace. . 
While I furvey the bleffings of our Ifle, 
Hier Acts trimmphant in the Royal Amie, 
Her publick wounds bound up, har Credit thigh, 
HorCommerce fpreading ‘fails ‘in.every Sky, 
The pleafing f{cene recalls my theme agen, 
And fhews the madnefs of ambitious mean, 


Who, fond of bloodfhed, draw-the murd’sagifmoxd, 


And burn to give mankind_a ingle Lord. 


The Follies :paft are.of a :private dcind, 
Their {phere is {mall, their mifchief is:confind ; 
But daring men ‘there are (awake, my munufe, . 


And raife thy verfe) who'bolder-frenzy.chnfe;. ~~ 


W ho 
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Who ftung by glety, save, and bound away, 
The World theiz Field, and Humgn-kind their Prey. 
| The Grecian chief, th’ Enthnfiat of his pude, 
With Rage and Toeror Malking by his ide, 
Raves round tthe Glebe; he foars into a Gad! 
Stand faft, Olwepus! and faftain his aed. 
The peft divine in horrid grandeur reigns, 
And thrives on martkind’s maiferies and pains. 
What flaughterid -Hlofts! shet ‘Cities in.a blazed 
What wafted Countries! and webat onimsfon Seas! 
With orphans tears his impious bowl oxtflows, 
And cries of ‘Kingdoms:lnll him to repofe. 

And cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraafe 
The boyft’rous boy, and blaft shis guilty -bays? 
Why want we then encomiums on the Storm, 

Or Famine, or Volcano? they perform 

Their mighty deeds, they dero-like can lay, 
And f{pread their ample,defarts in.a day. 

O great alliance! ‘O divine xsenown! 

With Dearth, and Peftilence to:thare the .csayn. 
W hen men extdl aiwild Deftroyer’s name, — 
Earth’s Builder and Preferver they blafpheme. 


[4] 

One to deftroy is murder by the law, 

And Gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe: 

To murder thoufands takes a {pecious name, .- 

War's glorious art, and gives immortal Fame. 

When. after battel I the field have feen | 

 ° Spread o’er with ghaftly fhapes, which once were mens. 
A Nation crufht! a nation of the Brave! 

A Realm of Death! and on this fide the grave! 

Ate there, faid I, who from this fad furvey, 

This Human Chaos, carry: {miles away ! 

How did my_-heart with indignation rife ! 

How honeft nature fwell’d into my eyes! 

How was I fhockt, to think the Hero’s trade _ 

Of fuch materials Fame and Triumph made! or 


How guilty Thefe? yet not lefs guilty They, . 
Who reach falfe glory by a {moother ways 
Who wrap deftruction up in gentle words,. 
And bows, and {miles, more fatal than their fwords. 
Who ftifle Nature, and fubfift on Art, | 
Who coin the Face, and petrify the Heart 3° 

All real kindnefs for the fhew difcard, 


As marble polifh’d, and, as marble hard. 
* Who 
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Who do for gold what Chriftians do thro’ grace, 
“* With open arms their enemies embrace.” 
Who give a nod when broken hearts repine ;_ 
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“* The thinneft food on which a wretch can dine.” 


Or, if they ferve you, ferve you difinclin’d, 
And in their height of kindnefs are unkind. 
Such Courtiers were, and fuch again may be, 
Walpole, when men forget to copy thee. 


‘Here ceafe, my mufe! the Catalogue is writ, 
Nor one more candidate for Fame, admit, 
Tho’ difappointed thoufands juftly blame 
Thy partial pen, and boaft an equal claim. 
Be this their comfort, fools omitted here 
May furnifh laughter for another year. 

_ Then let Crifpino, who was ne'er refus'd 
The Juftice yet of being well abus'd, 
W ith patience wait; and be content to reign 
The Pink of Puppies in fome future ftrain. 
Some future ftrain, in which the Mufe fhall tell 


How Science dwindles, and how Volumes {well. 


Cc 


How 


‘ 
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How Commentators each dark paffage fhun, 
And hold their farthing candle to the Sun. 

‘How tortur’d texts to {peak our fenfe are made, 
And every vice is to the Scripture laid. 

How Mifers {qaeeze a young, voluptuous Peer, 
His Sins to Lucifer not half fo dear. | 

How Verres is lefs qualify’d to fteal 
— With {word and piftol, than with wax and feal. 

How Lawyers’ fees vv tuch excefs are run, 
That Clients are tedreft, ‘till they're undone. 

How one man’s anguifh is another's fport, 
And even denials coft us dear at court. 

How man eternally falfe judgments makes, 
And all his joys and forrows are Miftakes. _ 


This {warm. of themes that fettles on my pen, 
Which I, like fummer-flies, fhake off again, 
Let others fing ; to whom my weak eflay 
But founds a prelude, and points out their prey. 
That duty done, I haften to compleat 
My own defign; for Tomfon's at the Gate. 


The 
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~The Love of Fame in its Effeéts furvey'd 

~The Mufe has fung; be now the Caufe difplay’d: 

Since fo diffufive, and fo wide its {way, 

What is this Power, whom all mankind obey? 
Shot from above, by Heaven’s indulgence came © 

‘This generous ardor, this unconquerd flame, 

To warm, to raife, to deify mankind, 

Still burning brighteft in the nobleft mind. 

By large-foul’d men, for thirft of fame renown’d, 


. Wife Laws were fram’d, and facred Arts were found ; 


Defite of praife firft broke the Patriot’s reft, 
‘And made a bulwark of the Warrior's breatt ; 
It bids Argyle in Fieids and Senates fhine. 
W hat more can prove iis origin divine? 

But oh! this paffion planted in the foul 
On eagle’s wings to mount her to the pole, — 
The flaming minifter of Virtue meant, 

Set up falfe Gods, and wrong’d her high defcent. 

Ambition, hence, exerts a doubtful force, 
Of blots, and beauties an alternate fource ; 
Hence Gildon rails, that Raven of the pit, 

W ho thrives upon the carcaffles of wit ; 


‘ 


And 
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And in art-loving Scarborough is feen 


How kind a Patron Pollio might have been. 


Purfuit of fame with pedants fills our {chools, 


_ And into Coxcombs burnifhes our Fools; 


Purfuit of fame makes folid learning bright, 
And Newton lifts above a mortal height, 
That key of nature, by whofe wit fhe clears. 
Her long, long fecrets of five thoufand years. | 
Would you then fully comprehend the whole, 
How, and in what degree Pride {ways the foul? ~ 
(For tho’ in all, not equally, fhe reigns) - > 
Awake to knowledge, and attend my ftrains. 
Ye Doctors! hear the Doétrine I difclofe, 


As true, as if ’twere writ in dulleft profe, 


As if a letter'd dunce had faid “ tis right,” 


_ And imprimatur uther'd it to light. 


Ambition in the trulynoble mind 


— With Sifter-virtue is for ever joyn’d ; 


As in fam’d Lucrece, who with equal dread 


~ From Guilt, and Shame, by her laft conduct fled ; 


Her 


Lo] 
Her Virtue long rebell’d in firm difdain, 
_ And the {word pointed at her heart in vain; | 


But, when the flave was threatned to be laid. 
Dead by her fide, her love of fame obey'd. 
In meaner minds Ambition works alone, 
But with fuch art puts virtue’s afpe& on, 
That not more like in feature,- and in mien, 
-*The God and Mortal in the comic fcene. 
Falfe Julius, ambufhe in this fair difguife, 
Soon made the Roman liberties his prize. 
No mask in bafeft minds Ambition wears, 
But in full light pricks up her A(fs’s ears; - 
All I have fung are inftances of This, 
And prove my Theme unfolded not amifs. 


Ye Vain! defift from your erroneous ftrife ; 
Be wife, and quit the falfe fublime of life. 
The true ambition there alone refides, 
Where Juftice vindicates, and Wifdom guides s 
Where inward Dignity joins outward State, 
Our Purpofe good, as our Atchievement great, 
Where publick Bleffings publick Praife attend, 
Where Glory is our Motive, not our End. 
| Would’ft 


© Amphitrion. D 


[16] 
Wouldt thou be Fate'd? have thofe high deeds in view 
Brave men would ad, tho” Scandal fhould etifue.. 


Behold a Prince! f whom i no fivoin thoughts. inflame: ; 
No pride of Thrones, ino fever afterFame;- ~~ 
But when the welfate of frankind infpires, 
And death in view tO dear-bought glory fires, 
Proud Conqueft then, then regal Pomps delights 
Then Crowns, then Triumphs {parkle in his fight; 
Tumult and Noife ae dear, which with them bring 
His People’s bleffings to their ardent King: 
But, when thofe great Heroic motives ceafe, 
His {welling fout fubfides to native peace s 
From tedious Grandeur’s faded charms withdraws; — . 
A fudden foe to {plendor, and applaufe, 
Greatly deferring his arrears of fame, 
. Till Men atid Angels jointly fhout his name. 
O Pride celeftial! which can pride difdains 
O bleft Ambition ! which can ne’er be vain. 


From one fam’d Alpine hill, which props the sky, 
In whofe deep womb unfathom’d waters lie, — 
‘Here burft the Rhone and founding Poa, thete {hire 
In infant tills the Danube and the Rhine; 
7. From 


[ ti | 
From the rich &dre one fruithal BER {applies, 
Whole Kingdoms. fmuile, 2 thoufand Harvefts rife. 


In Bruwfurck fach a fource the Mufe adotes, 


_ Which publick bleffings thro’ half Europe pours. 


When his heart burns with fuch a godlike aim, 
Angels and George are rivals for the Fame ; 
Georgé, who im foes can foft affe@ions raife, 
And charm determin’d Satire isto praife. 


Nox human tage alone His pow’r perceives, 
But the mad Winds, and the tumultuous Waves. 
Even Storms (Death’s fierceft Minifters!) forbear, 
And, in their own wild Empire, learn to {pare. 
Thus, Nature-felf, fapporting Man's decree, 
Styles Britain's Sovereign, Sovereign of the Sea. 
While Sea and: Air, great Brunfwick ! fhook our State, 
And {ported with a King’s and Kingdom's Fate, 
Depriv'd of what fhe lov’d, and preft wich feat. 
OF ever lofing what fhe held moft dear, 
How did Britannia like "Achilles weep, 
And tell her forrows to the kindred Deep? 
Hang or the Floods, and, in devotion warm, 


Strive, for Thee, with the Surge, and fight the Starm? 
W hat 
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[1] 
What felt Thy Walpole, Pilot of the Realm? 
Our Palinurus * flept not at the Helm, 
His Eye ne'er clos'd; long fince inur'd to wake, 


And outwatch every Star, for Brunf{wick's fake. 


By thwarting Paffions tolt, by Cares oppreft, 


He found Thy tempeft pictur’d in his breaft. 


But, vow, what Joys that Gloom of heart difpel, — 
No Pow’ rs of Language ----~ but his own, can tells ; 


_ His own, which Arf, and all the Graces form, 


| At will, to raife or hufh the Civi/ ftorm. 


O doubly welcome to Britannia’s Shore! 
By Toils and Dangers ftill endear'd the more. 
Thy Touch reviv’d the Genius of our Lands 


All Hearts went forth, and met Thee on the Strand. 


Our Tran{ports are fublim’d by late Diftrefs s_ 


~ And Thrones and. Empires fhare in our fuccefs. 


‘And fhed a wholefome Influence, ftill twas Night ; 


oe a 


What {mile of Fate, what Bleffing can attone — 
For Brunfwick's abfence? ----— his Return alone. 
Tho’, late, thy delegated Stars fhone bright, — 


The.Nation droopt; but, now, with ravifht eyes 
From Ocean's lap, fhe fees her Sun arife. 


Ecce Deus ramum Letheo rore madentem, Xc. Virg. |. 5. 
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